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Satire shoiuld like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound wth a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Montacue. 


‘¢ Political Pasquinades and Political Carieatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”’-—Crokrr’s New Wuic Gurpe. 
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MINISTERS. 
Amid all the various strikes that have taken place among 


STRIEE AMONG TH= 


the trades, both in and out of the metropolis, perhaps there is 
none that has excited so much attention as the recent strike 
among the Ministers. The above sterling caricatures are sup- 
posed to be indicative of the position to which the three princi- 
pal Whigs must be reduced in case the strike should be attended 


Vou. ITT. 


with such consequences as entirely to drive them out of the's 
old trade of government. It is probable that under the circum- 
stances each will then have recourse to the situation for which 
he is best qualified, and there is a graphic truth in the above 
sketches which points to the occupations for which nature and 
their acquirements have peculiarly fitted them. Grey seems 


judiciously, as head of the faction, to have taken advantage te 
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his situation to abscond with the assets in his power, while 
Brougham, with his customary nonchalance, seems to have 
abandoned the woolsack for the beer-barrel, and is seen in the 
garb of a bacchanal, imbibing sacred Lethe in the shape of 
filthy double X. We cannot but congratulate his Lordship on 
his appearance in the sketch above, for the position our artist 
has placed him in, is far more becoming and considerably more 
appropriate than the judicial bench in Westminster Hall, or the 
woolsack in the neighbourhood. There is no comment necessary 
upon our friend Althorp, who, in the garb of a grazier, is 
decidedly not only more at home, but much more respectable 
than in his hitherto assumed character of Chancellor of the 
Exchequer. Having introduced the reader sufficiently to the 
three objects of our three caricatures, we will make a few 
observations on the Whiggish union of which they have been 
members, and which has struck within the last few days for 
reasons best known to themselves, though we will venture to 
say that interested causes have most materially influenced the 
strike alluded to. 

The Union was formed some time since, on the principle or 
rather on the no principle of getting all that was to be had, 
and of doing for it as little as possible. ‘The following are a 
RULES AND REGULATIONS. 

RESOLVED, 
That this Union be called The Grand Whig Ministerial 


few of the 


Union. 

That the Members do try, not only to get all they can, but 
that they likewise attempt to get more than they can, as to get 
too much is impossible. 

That no member shall work at any time in the day, unless it 
may be called working to draw salaries, write newspaper puffs 
upon themselves, and make long speeches in parliament. 

That as it will be expedient to humbug the people, Lord 
Althorp be selected to make liberal propositions, so that they 
can incur no blame by the non-fulfilment of his pledges, which 
are to be attributed to his proverbial propensity for blundering. 

That Lord Brougham be allowed a quart of neat brandy 
per diem, tu be paid for out of the public resources, that his 
Lordship may be enabled, in the purest pot-house style, to 
bully the peerage. 

That as Lord Grey can’t help it, he be allowed an unlimited 
clutch upon every thing, whether private, public, or otherwise, 
but it is expected his Lordship will have the good taste to 
leave alone some of the good things for his colleagues, though 
they cannot expect such forbearance from his Lordship in cases 
where the object to be gained is very lucrative. 

That the Members do stick together as long as the Whigs 
can stick together, that is to say, until their roguery becomes 
too palpable any longer to escape detection by the community. 

Such are a few of the resolutions of this most respectable 
union, which if not altogether dissolved, is certainly very much 
impaired and weakened by the recent strike among some of the 
members of it. 

Grey, Brougham and Altherp hang together still, but it is 
not unlikely circumstances will speedily throw them entirely out of 
work, and to the caricaturist we refer our readers for the fate 
that is then awaiting them. 
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THE INTERPRETER. 


Impiety of Verdicts. 


We have ona former occasion noticed the cool blasphemy 
with which a coroner’s jury, too ignorant to discover any cause 
for a man’s death, always gets out of the hobble by bringing in 
a verdict imputing the event to the visitation of the Deity. 
The following extract is another evidence of the impiety alluded 


to :— 

** Yesterday an inquest was held atthe Ship, Walcott Place, Kenning- 
ton Road, on the body of W. Adams, aged 50, wdo suddenly died whilc 
taking breakfast. Verdiet—Died by the Visitation of God.’’—Sunday paper. 

We cannot help thinking this a most blasphemous proceed- 
ing—inasmuch as it insinuates that the Deity condescends to 
visit his creatures in a hot roll or a slice of toast, either dry or 
buttered. We really wish that jurors wonld not make such 
egregious asses of themselves, more especially as their idiotey 
is of that blasphemous order which may put them in the dis- 
agreeable position of having an unexpected score to pay off 
hereafter, in a place where it would be neither convenient to 
reside, and which it would not be by any means elegant to 
mention. 

Ris-ibility. 

The insignificance of certain parties lately introduced ¢o 
strengthen (‘) the cabinet has caused them to be somewhat 
contemptuously spoken of by those not blinded with infatuation 
for the Whig ministry. Among others, Mr. Spring Rice has 
come in for his share of banter, and has been most severely 
handled by those who have the sense to know his innocence of 
any thing like utility. T'wiss, who has flared up on the strength 
of the discomfiture of ministers, observed the other day with 
particular piquaney, ‘Poor Spring Rice! I have heard of 
boiled rice, and baked rice, but L never knew before of Rice 
being so well roasted.” 

Ducrow’s Liberality. 

Died, Mr. J. Ducrow, brother of the famous equestrian, and former] 
clown to the ring at Astley’s amphitheatre. He was buried in a most 
respectable manner at the expence of A. Ducrow, Esquire.—Advertise- 
ment in the Herald. 

We cannot help noticing the business like manner in which 
our dog’s meat friend Ducrow, has thought proper to bury his 
brother, and advertise the fact in a public advertisement. ‘This 
singular mixture of justice to his brother’s remains, and justice 
to his own liberality is a characteristic that can alone belong 
to a proprietor of living cat’s meat. His sympathy for the 
fraternal ashes, is particularly creditable to his feelings, and 
his munificent sacrifice of seven shillings to announce the fact 
of the burial of the departed clown, is as honourable to his 
habits of business, as it is complimentary to the capabilities of 
his treasury. Ducrow knows how to pulf, and whether it is 
riding on six horses, or managing the funeral of a relation, his 
achievements he generally takes care te trumpet in the news- 
papers. We believe he is proud of his various talents, and we 
really do not know which to compliment him most upon—his 
performance of the part of St. George, or his acting in the cha- 
racter of chief mourner for his brother John, and defrayer of 
the expenses of burial. He is great in both parts, and has 
shewn in eack the immense triumph of art over nature. 


GLOUCESTERIANA, NO, 78. 





In the late ministerial crisis Gloucester has of course been 
cock-a-whoop for the debates, and has laid down his penny 
like a man for the third day’s reading of the morning paper. 
On Thursday he got hold of Monday’s Zéimes, and on conning 
over the debate he set up a loud moan, which brought an engine 
to his assistance, and the Duke was only preserved from fainting 
by the overwhelming supply of Adam’s ale that fortunately 
happened to be in readiness. After he had experienced this 
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salubrious swamp, he was applied to to know the cause of his 
agitation, when he pointed attention to the following portion of 
the newspaper. The trembling Higgins read aloud in a hollow 
and sepulchral tone. 

‘“Mr. Goulburn asked Lord Althorp if he was ready to lay 
upon the table—” 

Here the Duke interrupted his atd-de-camp with a wild 
shriek resembling the departing howl of a massacred Mame- 
luke. ‘* Good God,” he exclaimed, has it come to this? Is 
this the result of a reformed parliament? Do they thus indulge 
their mountebank propensities # Gracious heavens! to think that 
Goulburn should ask Lord Althorp, should ask one of the 
ministers, if he is prepared to lay upon the table! Can any 
thing be more indecent or undignified than such a proceeding ? 
To ask a minister if he is ready to sprawl upon the table! But 
read on! let us see what was Lord Althorp’s answer. Of 
course he refused to comply with so ridiculousa demand. Read 
ou! Higgins, what did Lord Althorp say to being asked if he 
was ready to lay on the table?” Higgins, with a trembling 
hand and faltering tongue, proceeded as follows :—‘‘ Lord Al- 
thorp said that with his Majesty's sanction, he was certainly 
ready to lay upon the table.” Here the aid-de-camp was so 
overcome that he could proceed no further. ‘ Merey!” eried 
Gloucester, “with his Majesty’s sanction!” does the fellow 
say? Has, then, my royal relative, the King, lent himself to 
such a disgraceful exhibition ?” Here he poured forth a cata- 
ract of tears, which have since been bottled off, and the salt 
has been extracted for the use of the royal household. 
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BREVITIES. 


‘‘ Brevity is the soul of wit. ’—Shakspeare, 


Epigram. 
(On the deserts of Spring Rice. ) 
Your name Spring Rice is not the thing, 
To call you so is fummery, 
For how can that belong to Spring, 
Whose treatment should be Suwmmer-y. 


A cut with a Clay-more. 
Mr. Clay has been voting against the Ministers. What must 
they be worth, and how can they expect adherents when even 
Clay refuses to stick to them 4 


Taking it cool. 
in the House on Tuesday night that Captain 
Ross and his crew had no other beverage on their voyage than 
congealed ice. One of the city members hearing this, was 
heard to exclaim, “ What, drink ice @—well that was good— 
and they ought to have been glad to have had an-ice (a nice) 
beverage. 


It was stated 


A conveniert privacy. 

It is said spiders from instinct often select the lids of poor 
Lowes for their webs in order to be free from disturbance. We 
should imagine the Duke of Gloucester’s brain would ke found 
the safest retreat, if the perfect absence of all use of the pre- 
mises be an advantage to a spider in his residence. 


A regular do. 


Lord Grey says his isa Ministry which ought to have the 
gratitude of the country for whic h it has done so much. We 
admit it has done much for it, and we think it may even go 
beyond this point, for if the Ministry has only a chance it will 
not only do for the country so much, but will do for it alto- 
gether. 
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A SPEECH FOR GLOUCESTER. 





In the present awful state of the country it is quite right 
that the enlightened spirits of the age should have every thing 
done for them, in order that they may be thoroughly prepared 
to enact the important parts that must inevitably fall to them. 
Under these circumstances we conceive it our duty to give 
every assistance in our power to onr friend Gloucester, and 
have accordingly submitted to him the following speech, which 
we humbly trust will prove to be quite in the style of the en- 
lightened animal for whom we have written it. He has pro- 
mised to learn it forthwith, and as it fortunately happens to be 
delightfully applicable to nothing in particular, he will in the 
elegant words of his note to us, ‘ smack it out” on the very 
first opportunity. The following is a correct copy of the docu- 
ment, which has been beautifully crammed for the occasion with 
touches at once classical, argumentative, figurative and poetical. 


Speech to he spoken in any debate by the Duke of Gloucester. 


My Lorps Anp GENTLEMEN, 

At a moment like the present—when the infatuation of Re- 
form—coupled as it is with the New Police and the Beer Act— 
at such a time, I say, as I have described, every Englishman it 
is expected, will in the sacred words of Lord Nelson and the 
prayer book—be ready to do his duty. When, I say, the zra 
of civilization—when, I repeat, the influence of dogmatism— 
added to which, I say, Colonel Higgins—( tremendous cheer- 
ing )—I fully understand the meaning of that cheer—and if 
this were the last week of my existence—if the spirit of anni- 
hilation—(hear, hear )—I say, my Lords, it is not here, here! 
nor there there. %t is neither here nor there—(tremendous 
cries of oh )—I perceive the intention of that oh. I can see 
the cause of that oh, and know what it isall owing to. But I will 
nevertheless persevere in that unflinching line of unbending 
argument that IT have adopted. In the year 1754, when This- 
tlewood and Oliver Cromwell expiated their crimes on the 
tread-mill—before Alfred the Great had published the law- 
dictionary which gave so many valuable hints to the celebrated 
Solon—it was then, I say, that my cousin George the Fourth 
throwing off all personal considerations, allowed himself after 
having broken a dozen Jamps to be deposited in St. Martin’s 
watch-house. Under these circumstances, circumstances 
which I cannot refer without pain, and which I could not have 
written down without the spelling-book—I must, I think, vote 
against the proposition of the noble lord opposite—(a cough 
—JI understand the intention of that cough, and I shall take 
the only course now open to me, which is to ask a conundrum 
on the subject. Why do your lordships cough? There is no 
reply, and I must now furnish the answer. Why do your 
lord: ships cough ¢ é Why, becanse you have just dined, and now 
have come here for your conghe (coffre.) (Much hissing, in 
the course of which his Royal Highness takes an opportunity 
to evaporate. ) 


to 


THEATRICALS. 


We are happy to find that our unflinching opposition to the 
velvet breeches management is at length about to be crowned 
with success, and that Bunn is not likely to stand much longer 
in the situation of joint lessee of the two patent establishments. 
Polhill, who, whatever may be his follies in trusting a man like 
Bunn, is at least aman of perfect honour, has already been too 
much victimized by his ex-footman, w hom he intends kicki: ig 
out of Drury Lane, with a spirit of justice and good sense that 
we only regret he did not act upon much earlier. As to Covent 
Garden, we understand Charles Kemble will oust Bunn from 
that property, so that the diminutive annuitant will have nothing 


left him but his annual 42/2, 12s. which heaven preserve from 
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mortgagees and creditors. Bunn was suffered to take a benefit 
on Monday, and his connection in a certain way being consider- 
able, the house was crammed with as extensive a collection of 
scamps as ever met together unmolested by the police, or dis- 
engaged from their avocations as pickpockets. All Ducrow’s 
gang were brought up as it were by habeas from Astley’s to 
support the cause of quackery by assisting the little lessee, and 
the bills were once more adorned with the illustrious names of 
Eaton, Braham, Hatton, Ivanhoff, G. Woolford, Elsler, Rubini, 
Cowin, Grisi, and Fillingham. Such a conglomeration of talent 
certainly never was scraped up in the metropolis, and unless 
Bunn had been allowed the sweepings of Ducrow’s filthy stables, 
he never could have got hold of the equestrian part of the 
people enumerated above, and as contrast is of itself an impor- 
tant point in every thing, nothing could possibly have been 
finer than the idea of coupling the Hattons, the Eatons, and 
the Fillinghams, with the Grisis, the Elslers, and the Ivanhoffs. 
Miss Shireff, a very deserving and extremely clever singer, took 
her benefit on Tuesday, and the audience formed a pleasing 
contrast to the troop collected at Drury Lane for Bunn’s flare- 
up on the previous evening. 

Every theatrical property at present experiences the influ- 
ence of the hot weather, and even the best managed houses in 
London have ceased to be as attractive as they were previous 
to the warmth of the season having been such as completely to 
cook such persons as venture within the walls of a theatre. 

The Surrey, thought to be so prosperous, has so little attrac- 
tion for Mr. Osbaldiston, the manager, and Miss Vincent, a 
principal performer, that they lave absconded with the most 
delightful disregard of pecuniary advantages. 

The Victoria, we understand, will close on Monday next, 
for the pu.pose of shaking off the venerable poppy, and it is, 
we believe, to re-open almost immediately, under the sole 
management of Abbott. This establishment has long been upon 
the decline, in consequence of the dreadful lack of energy ex- 
hibited by the proprietors, but we now trust that the rapid 
production of spirited pieces and clever performers will bring 
up the house in public estimation, as high as it might have 
stood on its first opening under the name of the Victoria. Even 
the Fitzroy has been closed for a week, in consequence of the 
general depression, but it re-opens on Monday, with the same 
company, and much novelty. 

The Haymarket opens also on Monday, with a new piece 
from the elever pen of Buckstone, under the title of Rural 
Felicity, but we hope it will occasion felicity in London also, 
Mr. Buckstone’s pieces are all of that popular description, that 
there can be no fear of the result, and we take this opportunity 
of recommending the edition of them now in the course of pub- 
lication by Strange, the renowned Meecenas of this periodical. 
Henriette is just out, and all who admire the plays of this most 
successful author, will take advantage of the present oppor- 
tunity to get a perfect edition of his excellent productions. 
It is not often that we have had to say a good word of 
Mr. James Bland, a person whom we have long regarded 
as one of those fatal managerial mistakes which are frequently 
made by the absence of proper experience. We have heard 
that his salary is good, and we have seen that his ability is just 
precisely as near as possible, amounting according to the nicest 
calculations, founded on the arithmetical truths of the all-ac- 
knowledged Cocker—his talent we say, we have seen upon this 
basis to amount to nothing. Under these circumstances we 
must confess that we never had expected to have been able to 
say one single syllable in praise of this aforementioned Mr. 
James Bland, but he happens just at this moment to occupy a 
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position fur which he is so eminently calculated, that we can- 
not help doing justice to his discretion, by admitting that he is 
at last doing that for which he is in every respect qualified. When 
he was snoring at the English Opera to musical notes, and 
strutting in a seedy tunic through a part in a piece, we thought 
it necessary to tell him he was out of his element, but he has 
at length hit on his vocation, and is now doing that for which 
his voice, his person, his science in music, his taleut, his judg- 
ment, his manner and his mind have altogether conspired to 
render it impossible that he can do otherwise than be eminently 
successful. When we say he is in a position for which he is 
qualified by talent and every other requisite, it it almost super- 
fluous to say that he is—out of an engagement. 

Vauxhall Gardens have opened for the season under very 
favourable auspices, and we are happy to say the entertainments 
are of a kind to give satisfaction to every one. Boothia Ross 
is at last turned to some account, and his tour after the 
thoroughfare to the North Pole has been made the subject of 
a grand view, which is one of the most striking spectacles we 
ever witnessed, From the view it gives we should imagine the 
old canvass-breeched commodore must have been in an-ice 
mess, and when we sce the hardships to which he was exposed, 
we can hardly object to Parliament having given him a few 
shillings by way of pocket money to reward hiim for his enter- 
prise. 

Astley’s has been in a sad condition for the last few weeks, 
and the management has engaged the mountebank Rappo whom 
we thrust off the boards of Covent Garden, by the promptitude 
with which we smashed him on his first appearance at the 
patent establishment. Bunn was about to cut his throat on 
reading our exposition, but he thought considerably better of 
the thing, and wound up the night with one of his customary 
ouion blows out, which sent him fast to sleep, and thus saved 
him from becoming a suicide. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Every one knows we never review a book, and as to pufling one our 
high character for impartiality must acquit us of a suspicion of the kind, 
without our launching forth the indignation of injured innocence at such 
a proceeding on our part being even binted at. Under these circum- 
stances we can safely recommend a delightful book called Lays and 
Legends of various Nations, a most delightful book, abounding in pleasant 
stories, several of which would be found worthy the attention of drama- 
tists. 
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NOW READY, PRICE ONE SHILLING, 
The Revolt of the Workhouse, 
By G. A. a’ Beckett. Also just published, price one shilling 
THE SON OF THE SUN, 
or, The Fate of Pha’tun, 
By the author of the Revolt of the Workhouse. Also just published, price one shilling, 
THE KING INCOG., 
3y the author of The Son of the Sun, &c. And also is now ready, price ore shilling, 
the celebrated farce already played upwards of SIXTY SUCCESSIVE NIGHPFPS ealied 
THE WANDZRING MINSTREL, 
BY HENRY MAYHEW. 

These pieces are all now performing at the various provincial Theatres, and are pub- 
lished by James Miller, 14, Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, agent to the Dramatic 
Authors’ Society. 

They are all comprised in Miller’s Edition of the Modern Acting Drama, and may 
be had by order of any Bookseller. 








FINE BEAVER HATS.—EIGHTEEN SHILLINGS. 
. } . 

VEVHE Beaver Hats, manufactured by the undersigned Pa- 

tentees, and sold at the above Price, will be found fully equal to those sold by 


retailers at Twenty One Shillings. Dealers supplied: 
FRANKS & Co. 
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